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PURIFY THE BLOOD. 
— VEGETABLE LIFE PILLS. 


AND 
PHOENIX BITTERS. 


The high and envied celebrity which these pre-emi- 
nent Medicines have acquired for their invariable effi- 
cacy in all the diseases which they profess to cure, has 
rendered the usual practice of puffing not only unneces- 
sary, but unworthy of them. They are known by 
their fruits ; their good works testify for them, and 
they thrive not by the faith of the credulous. 

IN ALL CASES OF 
ASTHMA, ACUTE and CHRONIC RHEUMATISM, 
AFFECTIONS of the BLADDER and KIDNEYS, 
BILIOUS FEVERS and LIVER COMPLAINTS. 

In the South and West, where these diseases prevail, 
they will be found invaluable. Planters, farmers and 
others, who once use these Medicines, will never after- 
wards be without them. 

COSTIVENESS, COLDS & COUGHS, CHOLIC. 

DYSPEPSIA.—No person with this distressing disease 
should delay using these medicines immediately 

Eruptions of the Skin, Erysipelas, Flatulency. 

FEVER AND AGUE.—For this scourge of the western 
country these medicines will be found a safe, speedy 
and certainremedy. Other medicines leave the system 
subject to a return of the disease—a cure by these 
medicines is permanent. Try them, be satisfied, and 
be cured. 

Foulness of Complexion, 

General Debility, 

Gout, Giddiness, Gravel, Headache of every kind, 
Inward Fever, Inflammatory Rheumatism, Impure 
Blood, Jaundice, Loss of Appetite. 

MERCURIAL DISEASES.—Never fails to eradicate 
entirely all the effects of Mercury infinitely sooner 
than the most powerful preparation of Sarsaparilla. 

PILES-—The original proprietor of these medicines 
was cured of Piles of 35 years standing by the use of 
these Life Medicines alone. 

Pains in the head, side, back, limbs, joints, and 
organs. 

RHEUMATISM,—Those afflicted with this terrible 
disease will be sure of relief by the Life Medicines. 

Scrofula, or King’s Evil, in its worst forms, Ulcers of 
every description. 

Worms, of all kinds, are effectually expelled by these 
Medicines. Parents will do well to administer them 
whenever their existence is suspected. Relief will be 
certain. 

THE LIFE PILLS AND PHCENIX BITTERS 
PURIFY THE BLOOD, 
and thus remove all disease from the system. 
WM. B. MOFFAT, Proprietor, 


335 Broadway, N. Y. 





From the New York Daily Times. 


The Saturpay Pressis the ablest of the literary week- 
lies, and almost the only one which possesses any very 
salient peculiarities of character and tone 
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THE BEST LITERARY PAPER IN THE COUNTRY, 
18 PUBLISHED AT 
No. 9 Spruce Street, New-York. 
PRICE : 
$2 00 a year; 5 Cents a Single Number. 
TERMS OF ADVERTISING. 
Ten Cents a line for the first two insertions ; Five 
Cents a hne for every subsequent insertion. 
NO PUFFING. 
Advertisers will please bear in mind that a0 arrange- 
—. whatever can be made with them for editorial 
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HENRY CLAPP, Jr., 
Office of The N. ¥. Saturday Press, 
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CHEMICAL LABORATORY. 


BOOTH, GARRETT, & REESE, 
ANALYTICAL CHEMISTS. 


No. 10 CHANT STREET, 
(Rear of St. Stephen’s Church,) 


PHILADELPHIA. 
ORES, 
MINERALS, 
METALLIC SUBSTANCES, 
GUANOS, 
AND 


WATERS, 
Subjected to careful analysis and 


OPINIONS GIVEN ON CHEMICAL 
QUESTIONS. 


Students desiring a thoroughly practical 
course in Chemistry, will have every atten- 
tion paid them. 


Chemicals and apparatus supplied free of 
cost. 


For terms &c., apply in person or by letter 
as above. 


INVENTORS. THE PROPRI- 
ETORS OF THE “ PRACTICAL MECHANIC ”’ invite 


the attention of Inventors to their facilities for pro- 
curing Patents in the United States and all foreign 
countries, and to their arrangements for the trans- 
action of all business of every nature in any way re- 
lating to Patents. 

They prepare applications for the Patent Office, far- 
nishing all the necessary papers, together with the 
drawings required,and, if desired by the applicant, the 
models also, They will give to their cases their per- 
sonal attention before the Department at Washington, 
and will spare no efforts which long experience in this 
class of business can suggest, to secure the amplest 
protection to the rights of their clients. Parties who 
intrust applications to their charge may rely upon re- 
ceiving prompt attention and faithful services—care 
being taken, especially, not only that Patents shall, if 
possible, be obtained, but that, when obtained, they 
shall cover something of substantial value. 

They have located at Washington a careful and ex- 
perienced Agent, and one of their nnmber is at the 
Patent Office at short intervals, so that Inventors can 
be saved the journey to Washington, and by applying 
to this office will find their business attended to as 
promptly and faithfully as if they were present. 

The fees charged in all such cases will be moderate. 

The litigation of Patents in the Courts Infringements 
Injunctions, etc., will receive special care. 

We are prepared to take charge of contested cases of 
every description. 

Particular attention paid to Rejected Applications, 
Applications for Additional Impr ts, Re-issues, 
Interferences, and Extensions of Patents. 

Advice as to the patentability of Inventions cheerful- 
ly given. 

Examinations made at the Patent Office under our 
own supervision ; and all business relating to Patents 
transacted promptly and skilfully. 

Models and Drawings carefully prepared. 

Terms moderate. 

Address, 
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NICK ERBOCKER MAGAZINE FOR 
SEPTEMBER.—JOHN A. GRAY, PUBLISHER 
and Proprietor. J. Gaylord Clark, Editor. 
Arr. 1. Trovut-Book oF THE YEAR. 
ber three. 
II. Sranzas: ‘Deap Hopss.’ 
Til. Lryes ‘In Memoriam.’ 
IV. Tue Srory or Caprais Garsas: 
Concluded. 
V. Sransas: ‘A Tarenopia,’ 
VI. Tue Cuest with Sitver Banps. 
VII. Turee Kisses. By William Wirt 
Sikes. 
VII. Past anp Present. By A. 8S. Kin. 
ball. 
TX. Mapam ve Pompapour. By Oliver 
8. Leland Esq. 
X. Sranzas: ‘ Sprait-Music.’ 


Num- 


XI. Tue Borriz-Imp. 
XII. Sranzas: ‘ AWAKENED Meworitss,’ 
XIII. THe Osservations or Mace S1op- 
PER, Esq. 
X1V. ‘Tue Poets: A FRAGMENT. 


XV. A Cuapter on Rats. 


Lirerary Norices : 
1. Lxstre’s AvTOBIOGRAPHICAL Recon 
LECTIONS. 
2. A CuristmMAs Dream. 
Brady. 

8. THE PsaLrer 
Exeazer Lorp. 
4. Mvrmoriats or Tuomas Hoop. By His 

Daughter. 
5. SCIENCE A WITNESS FOR THE Brie. 
6. Ex Fureiwis. By the Author of 


By James T. 


ReapsusteD. By 


‘The Lamp-Lighter.’ 

7. Tue Queens or Society. By the 
Whartons. 

Epitor’s TABLE : 

1. AN ADVENTURE WITH A CALIFORNIA 
Lion. 

2. Gossip with READERS AND CoRRES- 
PONDENTS. 


1, Letter and Poem from Mrs. Mary Toles Peet, the 
Deaf and Dumb Poetess : Stanzas : ** Day-Dreams.” 
2. Sermon : after the ‘‘ Manner’’ of the ‘‘ Harp with 
a Thousand Strings :’’? Text from the Bunkum Flag- 
Staff: ‘*‘ Education is the Creownin’ Gleory of the 
United’n States’n.’- 3. A Thrilling Scene in an En- 
glish Court : Examination of a Criminal by the Author 
of ‘* Ten Thousand a Year.’’ 4. Burglars in Gray’s 
Mammoth ‘‘ Printing-House :’’ “The ‘Methodist’ 
Weekly Religious Journal.’’ 5. ‘‘ Contradictions in 
Terms.”’ 6. ‘* Popped Corn :’’ a Country Sketch in 

yerse. 7. Personal Editorial Correspondence : inclu- 

ding Matters Literary, Anecdotical, Etc. 8. Death 
of E. P. Washbourne, the distinguished Arkansas 
Artist. 9. An amusing “ Erinism.’”? 10. A New 
Forthcoming Feature of our Magazine : ‘+ Knicker- 
bocker Correspondence with the Editor.’’? 11. The 
‘Cataract Washing Machine :’’ New Application of 
its Power. 12. Anecdote-Localizers : a ‘ Rod in 
Pickle.”’? 18. Editorial Responsibility : Necessary 
Correction by the Publisher and Editor. 


3. New Publications, New Music, Etc. 


JOHN A. GRAY, Publisher and Proprietor, 
Nos. 16 & 18 Jacob-street, N. Y. 





pe* THOMPSON & CO., 


Commission Mlerechants 


FOR THE SALE OF 

COTTON, 
TOBACCO, 
FLOUR, 
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PROVISIONS, 
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AND PRODUCE GENERALLY. 
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THE TELEGRAPH TOUR 
OF BROADWAY SPUYTENTUYFEL 
AND HIS COUSIN, 


PEYTONA RANDOLPH DE ACCOMAC. 


Ur tae Mippiz, Down THE Sipes, AND CRiss-Cross THE WHOLE 
Manirest DkstinaTION OF THE UNIVERSAL AMERICAN CONTINENT. 


CHAPTER X. 


THE SOUND-BOA1 AND NEWPORT. 


OME unto me 
ye Wasps for 
I need ye— 
come hither in 
headlong 
swarmy flight 
and hover 
around my 
pen. Not ye 
—impish spec- 
ral devilkinsof 
the Stingers of 
ALPHONSE 
Karr-though 
indeed your 
twinging sa- 
tirical tail- 
daggers with 
venom would 
not be out of 
place to stir 
up some of the 
Torpid Ones 
who bear their 
impenetrab le 
provinciali t y 
and eternal 
leather hided 
jon sel f- content 

CML : even unto 
glorious Newport. Evoé Bacchus! I see its white hotels gleaming 
before me! But come, ye jovial Wasps of old cosmopolite ARisTo- 
PHANES !— on the whole ye’ll suit me better than those of the great 
French Karricaturist—for your great Magician, oh Greek dreams, 
cast all things divine and human together, in one everlasting mess 
—sputtering, blending, charoscuring and mashing Gods and Men 
into a sparkling rainbowed plug-muss—and it is very much such 
an omnium gatherum, which is presented by the great old New- 
port, above which I, even now hover like an albatross on the 
wing. 

Oh Reader—you’d better believe it—there in Newporte is indeed 
arighte fayre land and merrie citie by the sea where they have 
highe old tymes whan that ye season cometh toa heade. There 
one hath all kyndes of funn, frolic, pleasantrie, drollerie, jocounde 
games, laughter, playes, gambolls, rompes, prankes, heydayes, 
feastes, carousalls, banquetts, wassaile, jollitie, jovialtie, maskings, 
festivales, jubilies, shines, parties, merrie-makynges, bees, rejoy- 
cinges, galas, supperes, balls, dinneres, revelries, carnivalls, satur- 
nalias, quaint devilries, and other daintie disportyngs wherein 
youthes and damosells doe commonly finde them solace and cheere. 
That is no smalle-beer or slopps of a towne I’le warrant ye. There 
is no discounte on that place. ’Tis all oake. 

Back at Gramercy Park House—slept all day—grand house for 
sleeping and comfort—quiet as a divinity student among fast men— 
lulled by ever dropping fountain showers and trees rustling. Turned 
out in afternoon for boat—W1ipow there—bright and sparkling as 
ever, BLANCHE and Captain Dick set up exceedingly. RanpotpHand I 
had to take bridal state-room, for waut of worse—roars of fun from 
Wivow—compromised by giving it up to her and BLaxcue—paid 
solemn visit of ceremony with Captain Dicx to the birds in the cage 
—poked our cards through slats— were informed that Missus wus 
dressin’ an’ would be down d’reckly—were duly received and as 
usual under all circumstances had as much sky-larking and laughter 
as size of room would allow, without exploding. 

Remarkable feature of Captain DampBancer’s moral character, 
that without carrying much baggage, he always had everything in 











it. Hard up for day of month—Cap had pocket almanac pasted in 
his hat—hard up for chairs in bridal crib—Dick had camp stool in 
a stick, handy. All at home ?—Lorp!—such ducks are always 
home. Steamboat or balloon—all’s one to the Cosmopoire—and 
our flock had some of that same—with capsicum. As for Wipow 
—(and Briancue was of the same stripe)—I believe if she’d been 
going up in balloon, she’d have had her little fixings out, and little 
things hung round in five minutes, so you’d think she’d grown up 
there from infancy, and meant to die there. Dick said he'd once 
been with Branouez in railroad collision. Awful papers. Timber 
crashed, people darting through air, steam, death, crush, smash, 
havoc, busting, ravaging, banging, rooting-up, rain, perdition and 
(not to produce false impression) old thunder gen’rally speaking. 
Tore several massy beams assunder—lifted three entire rail-road 
cars by one stupenderous effort—saved numerious lives and went 
rooting round for Buancue—saw pile of sticks and ruins—looked 
under—found a sort of newly made phantom bower, in which 
BLANCHE was arranging window curtain, and hanging up wreaths 
of roses—reckoning on passing the night there ! 


**On the strength of that, Captain Dam——’’? Wipow always 
looked intently at Dick as if singularly magnetised by these narra- 
tives ‘‘ on the strength of that —— Bancer, let’s——’’ 


There was a rum-maging in a grand, leather, silver-mounted 
travelling-sack of superb Oriental make— W1111E used to own some- 
times to having violently fascinated Acumer Yuser Pacua for it— 
and brought out a darling little antique bottle of rich quaint Venice 
glass, covered with odd gem-like points like eyes, ketween which 
ran gold thread network. 

“It’s Chartreuse,’’ quoth Wipnow Witty, smiling freshly and 
merrily as a child, delighted at having a surprise for its parents— 
‘* it’s the best Chartreuse—indeed it is—and you don’t know how 
good. Come Biancne—try a little weeny drop !”’ 

And so we all tried a weeny drop—and Wipow took some of her 
own medicine—‘‘as long as we were upon the Sound’’—and Cap- 
tain Dick, who was incautious enough to admire the bottle, had to 
work very hard to avoid accepting it as a present—WiLiy 
would have given, any day, if not exactly the shirt from her pre- 
cious little back, at least the last one out of her trunk, to 
oblige almost anybody. Then came the extraordinary supper on 
that boat—a supper at which humanity is bewildered and nature 
aghast—where small American flags wave over pounds of butter— 
where mosaics of cranberries, sugar-plums and pickles artfully and 
quaintly disguise cream-cheeses—where powdered sugar is done up 
in little mounds, each tipped with a strawberry (looking as natural 
as life !)—where wreaths of ancient artificial flowers surround plates 
of flap-jacks— where composition angels with tinsel wings bless the 
chicken salad beneath their feet—and where all sorts of contrap- 
tions earthly and unearthly, combine to produce the impression that 
children have been playing baby house with victuals and toys. 
Contrived to eat and coffee ourselves into good humor—all serene 
—sat out on deck—fine moonlight—passengers dropped off to 
berths—rolled Wipow and BLancue up ir: shawls and comforters— 
RANDOLPH came out with double horse-blanket done up a la haick, 
looking like an Arab and so—with ye bottél and with cigars and 
cigarettes—we prepared to pass the night. On goes the boat, 
bounding and swaling through the waters—behind us is the muffled 
pounding and giant sob of the machinery—far away smothering 
in night lies the twinkling mystery of the light-houses—near at 
hand the beacons of bright eyes—very capable of being worked 
into a first rate simile for something—do you know the feeling 
reader—the steamboaty one? I do—it has even been new to me 
since the days of old. Left to oursel ves—old stories—new ones—com- 
fortable exceedingly. Widow and Brancue each with the glowing 
spark of a cigarette just under their noses, every once in a whilé 
reddening up and illumining all around, even up to the eyebrows— 
all of us on two chairs “laying off’ dozingly. The fountain of 
Chartreuse is again opened. ‘‘ Infinite streams continually doe well 
out of that fountaine sweete, and fair to see’’—the spring bub- 
bleth merrily—a rose-light steals through the night—Brancug the 
Proud, the dream of Greek merriment, becomes Catzirnog, fair 
flowing, drifting away in soul over the endless sea—you don’t have 
these spiritually wsthetic vertigoes Reader—these orgasms of line 
and color mythologied, I believe?—well Brancue and I do; very 
often, and they add wonderfully to the enjoyment of life. Then 
BLANCHE throws her soul out into the elements—beyond all earthly 
things and what Man ¢hinks—and wave, and wind, and perfume, and 
statue and living Antindus and Nymph and flower—all minister 
with tempest and torrent, and the rush of the hour to—bewilderment. 
It takes costly ingredients though to brew that draught of drunk- 
enness. So now CALiirnox is in the Bacchante vertigo—but silently 
—the driving foam under the steamboat, awoke it in her soul and 
mine, as the mountain torrents in Asia Minor were wont to do two 
thousand years ago when we both worshiped Asurarotn our Holy 
Mother on the hills and high places overlooking the ocean, and 
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amid pleasant groves and under every green tree—oh the Sea, the 
Sea! 

‘* Ye mighte have seen the frothy billows fry, 

Under the ship as thorough them she went, 

That seemed waves were into ivorie 

Or ivorie into the waves were sent. 

And other where the snowie substance sprent 

With vermeil-like the boy’s blood therein shed—’’ 


We are only worshipping Ma Nerf of the ocean chere ame ; Ma Nerf 
who like Pan, is not dead but sleepeth. You certainly would not 
deny travellers the privilege of a short pray and a little piety 
**ence’t in a while.’’ Hardly! Seldom indeed in these days, does 
the Moenad-like sea-foam-rushing delirium inspire the delicious 
vertigo which is the spirit of the soul of adoration. 

Get into Newport at a sweet hour—that’s a fact—'twixt mid- 
night and sun rise. Didn’t care—every thing prevised for Ran- 
potpu and I—Wrnow anticipated by amiable aunt and uncle at our 
hotel—Buancue and Dick going to friend’s cottage—TJ didn't know 
who. 

Routing round among carriages—trying to find our wheel: barrows 
and their hand-carts—heard voice crying out in the Night—strange, 
wild, sweet—‘‘ Oh Brancue !—Brancue !’’—light female form— 
lithe and flect—fast pattern in broad flat—suddenly threw herself 
away into Brancue’s embraces—smack ! smack ! smack ! went kisses 
like firing a lip revolver—— 

Firnpers! ! 

And Lucr!! 

Just so—and Ranpotra didn’t know they were here, and I just 
as much, and a half less! But when the hand-shaking was nearly 
over, Old Vireinyy spake in deep Southern baritone. 

‘T'll trouble you for a little of that, if you please young ladies ?’’ 

Oh maybe there wasn’t a small Saturnailyou then—an orgie with 
a Fourth of July thrown in on top of a Roman carnival, and a 
touch of the Musard at 3 A M. Perhaps there wasn’t an uplifting 
of voices in joyful chorus! Possibly the stars overhead in the 
quiet night, didn’t smile and peradventure, an rosy Aurora borora 
didn’t shoot up like a fountain to celebrate great joy on earth. 
Well —if he didn’t it wasn’t for want of an excuse. ‘‘ Oh!’’ quoth 
Fuinpers, and ‘‘ Oh !’’—and *‘ Oh !—who ever dreamed of BLANCHE’s 
bringing you here. All of you! And Miss Cartatpa is here, and 
th» Catatpa’s have such an el—e—gant cottage—oh you never—and 
we've been twice to dinner—-and oh now you've come we'll have 
such mag-nif-icent times!’’ 

And here Fitxpers the Genial, the Immortal, the Young, the 

Glorious, the Ineffable, got lost in dimly imagining the high old 
times which danced before her through the vista of fantasy. We 
were to go to their cottage to breakfast. We were to go and 
bathethem. Lunch. Dinner. Supper. Spend the evenings there. 
And call at intervals—Go to the Cliffs Drive to Bateman's. (So 
Sgra’s on hand yet, is he?) Visit the VAn Bysens and Ban Vysens 
All sorts of things. Spreadourselves. Promulgate. Blaze. Pyro- 
technify. 
‘*T like that little girl of yours, amazingly, brother Broapway !” 
quoth Wipow, as we drove in wagon to Ocean House. You hit her 
off very well I think in those early chapters—and the picture was 
quite a fac-simile. Heigho! I suppose you'll try to subtract your- 
self away from me now. Somebody’'ll be sold there, children. The 
Funpers are distant connections of mine——”’ 

** IT wonder who isn’t——” 

‘* And CataLPa and I are—well I may say old friends—I wonder 
why I didn’t.”’ 

I didn’t wonder though. The Cataura and Wivow Wie had 
equal positions—Catatpa’s only advantage the not very great one 
among really respectable folks of being richer. But the one flew, a 
lonely and white mys'erious bird—always on the haute volée—far 
above life, though she really loved the love, and beauty, and 
kindness, and tenderness for which she hungered in vain, while the 
other hopped about, sometimes a dear little house-robin, some- 
times wild as a falcon or merlin—but always ready to come to the 
friendly call, fearless of danger, and unheeding shafts, out of very 
innocence or trustingness. And this brought us to the Ocean 
House and its fine broad portico: Thalatta! Thalatta! I smell the 
sea. So does the old ocean dog Captain Dick, as the first breath of 
early morning comes over the waves on which he was born. _ Visions 
of fishing and boating are with Captain Dick and he holds his head 
maritimely as he enters, exclaiming without knowing why—* a fine 
morning sir—a fine morning !’’ 


Tue Piston GALLERY. 


It was Fiinpers her first shot and she was proud of it. And it 
took good shooting to shine in that crowd, let me tell you. In 
fact we had talked shoot, from the word go and now were proving 
the sum. No tyros, no lady tremblifications at hair triggers, no 
flustrations and tremors. Wunow set her own hair triggers and 
eschewed globe sights save to learn with. Catatpa shot—just as 





she played billiards and fenced—with a clean, high-toned elegance— 
a sort of slender, strong, antelope-leap style in which Continental 
grace, gave litheness to English strength and accuracy. 

But Wivow Witty somehow took more by her shooting. She 
seemed to forget all about it—She handled the iron, not carelessly 
—but with light nonchalance. Are you ready—one, two—and the 
bell rang, and Witty Boy was in a fresh joke before it had ceased 


its music. ‘I always shot well,’’ quoth Witty innocently. 
But oh Fiinpers! and Fuinpers once again—what shooting was 
| 6 SHOTS For = 
25 CENTS .—— 
SSS —_—_— 











FLINDERS—HER FIRST SHOT. 


thine! Once directly between the hand and the nose of the boy 
who loaded. Once into the floor, three inches from the tip of 
RanDoupx's patent leather. Once into the ceiling. Once into the 
side wall. True it was, beloved, that when thou did'st make for 
the spot and like Taat— what d’ye call him in SHakesPEARE—‘‘got 
him but once within thy pistol’s length,’’ thou shottest, shootedst, 
or didst shoot—(the Old Nick take this grammar, when a man’s 
writing on time!)—remarkably well. Loud were the cries of 
Furnpers at the lucky shots—innumerable were the Flinderian 
anecdotes poured forth of shooting, she had seen and read of, and 
heard Pa talk about. 

Young people always fall back on their experience. ‘‘ I never 
saw such a thing in all my life’’—is heard oftenest from minors. 
And calm Caratpa who had seen such shooting! Dio giusto !—and 
Winow Witty who would see all that went on during the coup d 'état 
and had her carriage lifted over a dozen barricades at five francs a 
lift, until it was seized to make a barricade of itself, and unfortu- 
nate Witty had to leg it homewards—neither she or Catatpa tell 
of the shots which they have seen—though an indiscreet reference 
to some Dutch baron, once winged by Ranpoipx at Baden Baden 
lightly pops out, once. 

Ting-a-ling-ling. That's Lucy De Broom’s. She shoots with 
immense ambition, that same Lucy. She chafes at Empress CaTa.pa’s 
lordly marks-woman-ship. She half envies jolly little Vitty who 
don't seem to know but what she is shooting the worst of «ll, so 
easily does she dodge compliments. Yet a better heart never beat 
than Lucy's. Ting-a-ling—lI'm glad she rung the bell then—she 
wanted to. Oh Lucy—what is there which you won’t win in the 
long run—for your pride is of the Morning Star—your will may 
eonquer all things. 

First rate for the hen-convention. Ranpotrpn and Dick are 
shooting now. Go it Otp Virainny! go it Orp Sart! They've got 
their blood up! ‘ Pet you a supper,’’ and ‘‘go you fifty’’ are 
beginning to color up beautifully. Wutty’s eyes gleam and glow— 
how she cheers on the champions. ‘Oh RanpotpHicus my duck— 
that’s it. Justin line. Captain—Captain—you ' ve gained an inch 
in measuring! Right into his heart brother—that settled him for 
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LUXURIOUS. 


Friend on a country visit Harry LEND ME A PAIR OF SLIPPERS—MY FEET ARE HEATED 


WITH THAT LONG WALK. 


Elegant Host.- My DEAR FELLOW, DON’T USE SLIPPERS. THEY SPOIL THE FEET. I ALWAYS 


KEEP cold boots IN THE CELLAR. 


| A Happy Thought. 


When at Montreal the railway car intend- 
ed for the use of H. R. H. the Prince of 
Wales, was thrown open to visitors and 
one of a bevy of young damsels expressed 
her deep regret that the attendant could not 
inform her in which particular berth His 
Royal Highness would rest his royal limbs 
because “she would so like to place her 
hand upon his pillow,’’ we thought sweet 
sentiment in connection with the house of 
Coburg had gone its length. But we were 
mistaken, it seems. A morning paper, of 
recent date, conta ns record of another and 
still more touching instance of devotion to 
royalty. The morning paper says : 

“The Prince’s apartments (at Quebec) have bee” 
visited by some hundreds of people. * * * Some dirty 
water left in his basin, was bottled and sold at four shil- 
lings a vial.”’ 


How simple and yet how sublime is this 
manipulation of loyalty on the part of the 
Quebeckeis! Perhaps Vanity Fair, huin- 
| ble admirer of the genius that would cherish 

the scour'ngs of a possible king, may be 
| permitted to inquire, in most deferential of 
| tones ‘‘ What next.’’ 

ee 


Good News! 


We read in the papers that at a ball given 
at Halifax, the Prince of Wales danced with 
a Miss MackaRELL. After this of course he 
cannot refuse to similarly favor the belles of 
our codfish aristocracy when he comes on 
here. 








Touching Remark. 


Jenks sighs when he hears persons com- 
plain of the ‘‘ trials of married life,” and 

says he only wishes some honorable but 
| affluent and’ beautiful spinster would give 
him a trial. 








—try the saw handles Captain, and rest easy on the fingers—if you 
get the balance with ’em you could shoot a fly in the moon !”’ 

Time up! Bathing hour draweth nigh. Won’t we have a time 
there if the Newport surf is meaner than a fried beef steak. So we 
depart in pleasant procession—for the Bricks are all gathered to- 
gether. 


A Question for Sophists. 
Among the police reports of the week, we find the following : 
“ LAUGHABLE.—Last night,a young man named FpwarD MCLAUGRHLIN, residing 
at No. 9 Worth-street, gave his maternal relative some impudence, which so 


exasperated her that she seized a heavy water-pitcher, and struck him over the 
head with it, inflicting a severe scalp wound, and knocking him insensible.”’ 





In the above, we think we can discern not one question for the 
social anatomist, but three : 

Firstly : Was it a water pitcher, or was it a domestic Jar ? 

Secondly : Notwithstanding Mr. McLauauuin’s name, we cannot 
really see where the laugh comes in in the above. 

Thirdly: Why Worth-street—a locality so notorious for occur- 
rences like the above, and as a resort of worthless characters. 


— 
oe 


A Nut for Spinsters to Crack. 


Among great things expected from the Prince of Wales during 
his sojourn at Quebec, we select the following, as itemized by the 
special correspondent of one of the dailies : 

The soldiers expect him to pardon the military prisoners, except one sentenced 
to ten years for throwing a cap at the Major.’ 

Is the ‘‘military prisoner’ referred to, one of the belles of Quebec? 
There never was a garrison town yet in which several spinsters, more 
or less, were not continually throwing their caps at the Major—a 
dangerous and reprehensi»le practice. Nevertheless the penalty 
of ten years—celibacy understood, we suppose—does appear to us 
to be rather severe in proportion to the misdemeanor. 





‘‘That spoke the vacant mind.” 


From the opening chapter of a story in one of the sensation 
weeklies, we take this § : 

‘* Young, beautiful, mistress of a large fortune and a strong-minded woman, 
Miss OpHELIA Rarey came to the conclusion there was no bappiness in this world, 
except it was derived from adventure. As she mused over the means of gratify- 
ing her wishes, the idea occurred to her, that the place left vacant in the East by 
Lady Hester StanHOPE was not occupied.”’ 

The assertion that a place ‘‘ left vacant’’ is ‘‘ not occupied’’ is 
indeed startling, and calculated to inspire the human mind with 
awe. If, however, the place that ‘‘ Miss OpHetia Rargy’’ had in 
her eye had been ‘‘ vacant” and ‘ occupied’’ at the same time the 
consequences to that young woman would have been mnch more 
dreadful. We accordingly congratulate her on being as well off as 
she is. 





A deuced good Joke. 
[By a Rice Youne GEnr.]} 


[Done at Newport, between the second segar and the fourth cobbler. 
Time, after dinner: Scene, the piazza of the Ocean House. I, 
A. L. and his patent leathers elevated. ] 

‘“‘Tf I had a bird, you know—a canary, or cockatoo, or some- 
thing of the kind—and it should lose some of its tail feathers—no, 
hang it, I don’t mean that—and it should break its wings—that’s 
it—and get well again, why would it be like that old ieathen fel- 
low, Mercury ? Because Mercury’s heels are winged, you see, while 
its wings are healed! Good, is’nt it? 


A fine Eye for Color. 


[Artist to full blooded Teuton, who has just appeared in a flannel 
coat. } 








Hum—ah—yellow hair, blue coat. By Jove, old fellow, if you 
were mixed you'd make a splendid green. 
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A CASE OF REAL DISTRESS. 
Yonrxers, August 26, 1960. 




















ELL-Betovep Vanity :—Talk about female sorrows being ‘‘ few but 
deep,’’ as Somebody does! Sir, they are deep and as immensely 
variegated as the possible changes of a kaleidoscope. There are 
the anti-marital sorrows and the post-marital sufferings of the in- 
dividual, not to mention the vidual or those of widowhood My 
present griefs are of the marito-horticultural. 

I have a Husband. A Husband is, Iadmit, a good thing to have 
in the country. But that Husband has a Garden—and not satis- 
fied with this he goes abroad to other gardens until he has become 
fascinated with a horrid Horticultural Society, which takes away 
not only his precious time, but also all my pet posies, roses, pinks, 
and peonies, with the choicest fruit for his dreadful Exhibition. Sir, 
an Exhibition is not a good thing to have in the country when it 
snips away with ruthless scissors, our feelings and fine tomatoes, 
our hopes and our peaches, our enjoyments and our egg-plants. 

But as you are well aware the most profound grief finds its only 
solace in poetry, (poetry as you are aware is a very good thing to 
have in'the country) and I accordingly vanish in the following, 
every line of which I trust will be a hornet of remorse to every 
individual interested in that wicked YonKErs Horticutrurat Society. 

Yours Truly, 
Vicrma SatLsiry. 
Act I, Scevz I. 
Curtain rises to slow and solemn music and discovers a Yonkers 


garden. A large rose-bush in centre. Enter Mrs. Satsiry, 
anxiously, R. H. U. E. 


Mrs. 8. Atbert! 
As. (Who is hidden behind rose bush) My love? 
Mrs. 8. What are you doing there? 
As. Nothing, my love. 
Mrs 8. Nothing! you call it nothing, 
But I see it all! (seats herself on rustic chair and weeps.) 
Ats. (Still invisible) My love ? 
Mrs. 8. (starting up) Call’ me no more by that pellucid name! 
Nor duck, nor dear, nor honey, any more ; 
Where have the daisies gone, that bloomed for me! 
Where are the pinks and pansies FT -adored, 
Where are my Salvias, Fuchsias, Auricarias ; 
My Perlagoniums and Eucoracrias ? 
And now you've clipped my roses with your shears, 
And left my precious pretty garden bare. 
Aus. (emerging from Rose-bush, ©. his spectacles on his nose, a bucket of 
roses in one hand, and his garden shears in the other) Have I not left you 
all the rarest plants, 





The Raglan roses, and the Ericas ; 
That costly thing Spergula Pilifera ? 
Mrs. 8. Ah yes, but these you know will never bloom. 
ALB. (softened) It is too true! 
Mrs. 8. Did I not tell you so, When that you bought ’em? 
Ars. Yes, you did my love. 
Mrs. 8. And have they bloomed, oh ALBERT? 
Ats. Nary time. 
Mrs. 8. Ah, ALBert, ALBERT, once there was a time, 
When you would cloak my waist within your arm, 
And lead me through thesegravel garden walks, 
And say look there! that is your bean, my love, 
And there your cucumbers and Mummy-pea, 
There is the cauliflower which you admire, 
And there the oyster-plant that bears my name, 
But now those halcyon days are flown and gone. (crosses to L. H. 
U. E.) 
AB. (musingly) That’s so ! 
Mrs. S. But now all’s changed, I know no more 
Those sweet deluding—(shrieks) Oh! where is my aloe? 
ALB. (moodily) Gone where the rest have gone ! 
Mrs. 8. Thou bitter aloe! hast thou left me too? 
As. (crossing his shears and bouquet to his breast c.) It have. 
Mrs. 8. Oh, cursed fate that ever made thee join, 
The Yonkers Horticultural Society ! 
There everything we cherish and admire, 
There everything we hope for or desire, 
There everything we plant, or rear, or buy, 
In one grand heartless Exhibition vie. (Tableau.) 


HO! FOR PARIS. 


If we can only fix it so as to be in Paris next year our cup of 
bliss will be filled to the brim. It is true, that a residence in that 
city ever promotes joy in the human heart. It is also true that 
good people go there when they die. For our part. we should 
prefer to visit the Department of the Seine-et-Loire in the flesh, and 
not wait to ‘‘take our chances’’ after that ancient person of the 
scythe and hour-glass had cut us down. And especially in the 
coming year do we desire to pay that visit. For the Paris of 1861 
will have, to us, a special charm. A charm that we are already 
prancing to partake of. Not the splendor of the Boulevards is the 
charm. Not the palace nor the gardens of the Tuileries. Not the 
great singers of the ‘‘Italiéns.” Not the gay halls of the Mabille 
and the Closerie. [We are too old and respectable for that sort of 
thing now.] Not the Quartier Latin is it that entices us. Neither 
the grisettes—celles qui restent. The inducements lies elsewhere. In 
the French Academy, in point of fact. The F. A., some of the 
Vanity Farr readers may not know, is almost as lively an institu- 
tion as our Smithsonian thing at Washington. It is even said that 
the members of the F. A. are so remarkably progressive that the 
dear Parisians are kept awake nights trying to think what they 
will do next. Justimagine ! 

And itis at their next annual exhibition that the ‘‘fat and forty,” 
intend to surpass themselves. For that occasion the poets of the 
country are requested to twang their harps to a particularly festive 
tune. What that tune is the following paragraph shows : 

“The French Academy at its last sitting fixed as the subject of the prize of 
poetry, for the year 1861, the Isthmus of Suez, 


Who wonders now that we are dying to be in Paris in 1861? 





— 


The Last of the Japanese. 


Ever since the Times pricked itself into a state of howling virtue 
about TaretsH OnosgERO (otherwise ‘‘Tommy’’) and the love-letters 
of that risky young person, it has borne a grudge against the 
gentle Japs. 

When the subjects of the Tycoon quitted these shores, the Times 
was so impolite as to come out in an editorial and say that it was 
glad to get rid of them. Last week we heard from the Cape Verde 
Islands, of the Japs on their homeward voyage. The Times at 
once nipped the opportunity to display some more of its malevolence, 
and expressed the hope that we might never see our queer Oriental 
friends again. These are the Times’ own fiendish words : 

‘“¢We trust that they will not come again until we have an honest Common 
Council.” 


Could anything, we ask, be more utterly unhospitable than that? 


<cieeninanibaeaneasesciilitaaailaaa 








Con. by an Ex-Policeman. 


Why is the Japanese Donation to the New-York Police like a 
0? Because it cannot be divided. 
























































SEPTEMBER I, 1860.] 


VANITY FATR. 





115 





CORRESPONDENCE OF VANITY FAIR. 
Our European LeErrer. 


No. 3. 


Brussgis, Aug, 4th. 

The meteor of July 20th, as seen in Great Britain, has been the 
subject of much speculation in cultivated circles in England ; and 
even in the salons of this ‘‘ petit Paris.’’ You would be amused 
with the various explanations given; some of them almost as ab- 
surd as E. Mertam’s. A Boston gentleman now here, who is a M. 
A.8.8. (do you know what it means ?—does the M. stand for mon- 
strous?) wrote on to Newport suggesting the two following as 
equally probably theories. First, that the ‘‘meteor’’ was Pror. 
Lowg’s balloon ; which had been chartered by Ex. Gov. Wise, Hon. 
Mr. Yancey, Gen. BickLey, and the K. G. C., to make an attack 
on London, and punish the British for giving aid and comfort to 

the abolitionists. 

Second, that it was one of BArnom’s or Vanrry Farr’s hand- 
bills ; which had been sent up by a new kind of fire-works, invent- 
ed by Mr. Paine (of water-gas memory); but which had gone fur- 
ther than was meant, and had gone beyond the earth’s gravita- 
tion. 

All the English here, however, and there are crowds of them 
constantly, going to Waterloo, insist that FaRapay and Brewster 
have made it out to be an air-frigate, belonging to the Emperor 
Napoueon, intended to invade London shortly, but now on a érial- 
trip. Sic transit gloria Friday. 

‘fhe reason why the two last Imperial and Royal conferences 
have been fixed at Baden aud Teeplilz is also explained by our 
savans. It is because the monarchs in question are so fond of get- 
ting themselves and other people into hot water! One place 
has its baths at 150°, and the other at 120° Fahr. 

I promised you some literary news. The greatest sensation is 
produced by the new German translation of Turerr! German and 
Belgian literati, who are all good English scbolars, have discover- 
ed wonderful brilliancy in the Solomon of blank verse. A Tupper- 
club has been formed ; whose members are bound, under a fine of 
lager for the party, never to speak except in proverbs. The blue- 
stockings are divided into the Shakespeare and the Tupper parties. 

The following English and American works are to eome out soon 
in Tauchnitz editions. 

‘* Water-spouts on the Atlantic coasts.’’ By the Prince of Wales. 

‘‘Mount Vernon Papers.’’ By Sylvanus Everett, Jr. 

“Wheatland ; A New Pastoral.’? By James Read Buchanan. 

“The First Cousin Once Removed.”’ By Mrs. P. A. R. A. D. 1.8. E. 
Southworth. 

An astonishing book is announced as in preparation, by Prof. 
Srrapssz ; the first volume having been printed at Leipsic. Itis a 
History of German Civilization, in 24 volumes. The first 23 are 
to contain the introduction ; which is to be upon the History of 
Things in General. Vol. 1., which I have read, discusses the ques- 
tion, whether the world was created, or whether it grew. The lat- 
ter view is advocated ; on the ground that, as Prof. Srrapsse never 
succeeded in creating anybody or anything, therefore creation is 
out of the question. High authorities say that everything is to 
be altered by this book. . 

A very funny sort of medical practice has just sprung up at Gottin- 
gen. One Dr. HoemsorckE, rival in chemistry to Lresie of Giessen, 
—has invented pneumatherapy ; in short gas-pathy. It is founded on 
the Hahnemannic principle, of ‘‘ similia similibus curantur,’’ or, as 
Dick Buve-Nossg, translated the Latin at the bar the other day, ‘‘ a 
smile invites a smile.’? The learned Doctor discovered that infinit- 
esimal smells are very sanative; and nesology has consequently much 
advanced. ‘the worst smells are the most positively curative. He 
has employed special agents, on this account at Cologne, Liverpool, 
and New York. In the latter place, the contractors for cleaning 
the streets are engaged ; so that now, it is likely, your streets will 
be cleaned. 

Anything in bad odor now grows useful. What a blessing! A 
Presidential remonstrance will no doubt prove good for the hooping- 
cough. A small section of a bill for a Japanese Ball will cure three 
fits of the ague. But, the autograph of such a person as Suive or 
Eyricut will save anybody from advanced consumption. A retired 
physician will, hereafter, have tolive in thesewer. Won't you be 

lad? 


In art, there is not a great deal to speak of. An old opera has 
been revived at Berlin. It is OLpzanor, by Herr Srus ; who was of 


an American family. The play turns principally on a remarkable 
dream of the heroine, of a residence in a palatial dwelling. It is 
asserted that BeLuini stole many of his best morceaux from this now 
ancient opera. 

Rosa Bonneur has been in England, to paint Prince ALBERT's 
favorite Berkshire boar. 


It turned out, very strangely, to have a 








singular likeness to Lorp Brovecuam! This fact was mentioned at 
the statistical congress. 

But, all art-critics and xsthetical amateurs are now on the gui vive, 
about the just issued Supplement to Ruskin’s book. He advocates 
therein a still more advanced theory than in the work itself ; illus- 
trating it by the paintings of a pupil of Turner's, hardly yet 
known. You will of course read it; I can only give you an idea 
of it. This is, that to depict forms and objects is below the dignity 





of high Art; which takes most delight in harmony of shades, 
lights and colors, out of which the imagination should make its 
own forms. This will be called the Preadamite school of art. The 
artist whose works illustrate this theory is, at present; resident in 
an insane asylum ; his enthusiasm after studying ‘TuRNER’s latest 
pictures at Marlborough House, having required rextraint. 

Frep mortified me very much yesterday. -A cousin of M. 
ALPHONSE De L- E was here on a mission concerning the latter. 
It appears that the ex-poet and ex-statesman had corns; the said 
corns have caused very rapid consumption of shoes; and the latter 
shoes have run up a bill, with a Paris ottier, of 3000 fr. Not being 
able to pay it, his cousin offered the privilege of doing so to his 
numerous continental admirers. ‘‘ Ah! ce grand homme!  Est’ce 
qu'on ne paye pas pour ses bottes 2’ While he was saying this, and 
other things, Frep sent a garcon up stair for a pair of old shoes ; 
and horrified me by dropping them into M. pz L——’s open bag, 
jast relieved of his subscription book ! 

I have not recovered from it yet; and therefore must close ab- 
ruptly. Your, PRIME. 

P.8. Did you know that the Koh-i-noor Diamond has just been 
stolen from the Tower of London, by a man who chloroformed the 
woman who showed it, and substituted a paste one in its place? 





eee Ee Eee 
Mighty Moral. 


The World newspaper which refuses, on moral grounds, to print 
theatrical advertisements, seems to think, also, that it would be 
very wicked to admit even so much as the name of a popular thea- 
tre in its columns. In its notice of the Wizard AnpErson’s 
‘Psychomanteum’ or whatever itis, the World taken a deal of trouble 
to avoid calling a spade a spade. Voila /— 

« A large audience assembled last evening in the public Hall in Broadway oppo- 
site Bond street, to witness the first of Prof. ANDERsON’s really curious and inter- 
esting entertainments. 

So the readers of our precious contemporary are spared the 
shocking intelligence that there is such a thing as the Winter Gar- 
den Theatre in existence. What a dear, good old World itis, to be 
sure ! 


_—— 





None of that, you know! 


The Times, in an enumeration of the results ef the Japanese 

visit, says that uhe No-Kamis : 
‘shave a lasting fondness for champaign—and may be expected to infuse a taste 
for that pleasant beverage into the minds of their higher and wealthier classes of 
their countrymen. Unfortunately, however, this is not as yet an American 
product. 

‘‘Champaign not an American product!’’ Isn’t it though? 
Perhaps the Times man thinks to make us believe that he hasnever 
loitered through the sunny vineyards of N. Y., nor plucked the 
glistening apple from the vines that skirt the Camden and Amboy ! 
Go to, Times man ! 
























































AN ARKANSAS HORSE FERRY. 


Wat SrRan GER, FOR A SHORT V’YAGE I NEVER SEE SITCH A RIGHT SMART SPRINKLIN’ OF ACKS : SEVEN TO 


Main Deck Rackensackian. 
ONE PACK ! 
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(Stern Passenger holding on to the Rudder.) Tuar’s BEEN A RISE UP RIVER THEN I consipeR—for hy'ar’s one more! 











OUR OFFER TO THE PRINCE! 
Tue Best Out Yer. 
Your Royal Highness: From Vanity Fair Greeting : 
Whereas, 


KNOW ALL MEN BY THESE PRESENTS : That We, Vanity 
Farr, being of sound mind, having seen with dismay and intense 
gratification the immense amount of Hospitality extended to your 
ALTITUDE, and dreading least your svUBLIME and NOBLY BORN 
SERENITY might be disturbed by the difficulty of choosing among 
the many palaces tendered for your use by divers men, from the 
Abbot’s proffering his Convent, down to the Beer Seller, giving his 
song Seraglio. 

Therefore, Vanrty Farr has resolved to put an e:d to all uncer- 
tainty by offering ITs own Resipence!—a Sumptuous Pile, which, it 
is needless to say ‘‘ rakes down’’ any other pile which can be play- 
ed against it. 

It is eligibly situated on the Fifteenth Avenue, and is sixteen 
stories in height. The architecture is a fe icitous combination of 
Fifth-avenuetral and Composite. In front is a gleaming colonade, 
supported by massive Palladian ballisters, with fluted capitals and 
fringes. Medizva! portals open upon a spacious atrium surrounded 
with strong pedestals, and arabesque architraves. The parlors, of 
which there are six in each story, are furnished with or-molu car- 
pets, real Saxony curtains, beaufets of three pile velvets, cushions 
of solid gold and silver, ottomans of Sévres, and Limoges, and a 
choice Gallery of Pictures by the best pre-Raphzlite masters, 
Canova, Thorvaldsen, etc. The dining-room is surmounted b: a 
magnificent clais, while marble tables literally groan with plate, 
salvers of silver for our rarest wines, golden flagons of apricots and 
nectarines, etc., etc. 

The chamber in which Vanrry Farr wooes the balmy god, and 
which he puts at the service of your SzErenz and Lorry MicHtiNEss, 
has a wainscot of ebony and other native woods. The bed-stead is 





a carved block of scandal wood; the mattress is stuffed with down, 
the like of which was never seen by S. and 8. M.U. not even in the 
Downs where it grew. The whole is crowned with a rapturous 
divan.on which stands a royal eagle with three chuckle heads,argent 
and saltire on a sable ground, three gules cross-wise, on a quarter- 
ed Ben-sinister wearing an emblazoned collar of the Garter, inscrib- 
ed *‘ E Prurieus Une,” or in English, ‘‘ We.tcomMe To Tuk Prince.” 
For further details V. F. refers your Seteypor to a description of 
the mansions of any of the Japanese entertainers. ‘This we offer 
ut pignut amictve in token of our | yality. Yours affectionately, 
} V 


me Sea ee ae 
Nothing to Do. 


It is related, as an evideuce of the strength and vigor of the 
Prince or Wags’ constitution, that he ‘held al: vy’’ at Charlotte- 
town on the same day that he went throug’) with a variety of other 
fatiguing things. The other performances muy have been very 
arduous, but we do not see why the holding of a levy should be 
chronic‘ed as a muscular feat. People are in the habit of holding 
those things every day in Philadelphia, and, so far are they from 
counting ita task, we have noticed that the more they hold of 
them the better they like it. 


_— 


Greeley on Weed. 


It has been long known that the white-coated Philosopher of 
the Tribune is opposed to tobacco in all shapes, but recently he has 
manifested increased bitterness towards the Weed, and is bent upon 
its extermination, by smoking it out upon all occasions. GREELEY, 
like SHakspxarg, evidently looks upon ‘‘life as an unweeded garden.” 








Encouraging to the Oregon Candidate. 
‘*Every Lane has its turn.’’ 
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Shit . 











“THREE TO ONE YOU DON’T GET IT.” 


[VARIATION ON THE POPULAR INTERPRETATION OF THE MEANING OF THE PAWNBROKER'S SiGn.] 
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THE CHURCH MILITANT. 

E think it was 
Hoop who de- 
clared, when he 
heard the ru- 
mor floating 
SS__ about, that the 
SX. Bishop of Lon- 
SS. don had eloped 
with a well- 







he considered 
it the most 
sensible thing 

4 ' his reverence 
had ever been guilty of. We have somewhat of a_ parallel 
as detailed in the columos of the Hartford Press of the 11th 
Acertain Dr. Ricuarps whose hot blood had been nurtured in the 
Sunny South, left his original land of fruits, flowers, and fights, to 
settle in the neighborhood of Litchfield, Coun., there to remain 
under discipline—whatever that vague term may mean—until he 
had expiated some sins supposed to have been committed under the 
stimulus of the aforesaid Southern sun, etc. 

While doing this discipline, which we presume is walking about 
with peas in his shoes, the reverend doctor got somehow mixed up 
in a little controversy with another reverend doctor, Ycterr Bacon, 
relative to whether the aforesaid RicuaRps should preach with peas 
in his shoes, or not. At avery critical juncture, the quarrel, which 
was a mighty pretty one where it stood, was transferred to the 
columns of the Jndependent, and burned brightly through a series of 
weeks. All at once, while the Connecticut folks were looking on 
enjoying the fun, little dreaming of the explosive nature of the 
reverend material they were backing up, pop went the reverend 
Ricwarps, and caught—unfortunately,not the reverend Bacon, but 
his brother, who, born under an unlucky star, looked so like the 
reverend, that Ricnarps made the very pardonable mistake of 
drubbing him severely for the sins of his relative. That time the 
absent Reverend saved his individual Bacon at the expense of other 
Bacon. 

At this stage of the proceedings one would suppose that both 
members of the church militant would rest satisfied, but not so; 
each of the reverend gentlemen has friends. Those of the reverend 
Bacon assert that the reverend Ricnarps was undoubtedly tight 
when he behaved so loosely, while the backers of the latter gentle- 
man affirm that it was not intoxication, but merely a fit of tem- 
porary insanity, brought on by reading an article in the Independent. 
We incline to the latter opinion, and declare that we ourselves have 
been put upon the verge of lunacy more than once from the same 
cause. We therefore raise our voice in favor of the reverend 
Ricuarps, and add our testimony that it was but a small error for 
that gentleman to make after such reading, to rush into the house 
of the reverend Bacon, ‘‘ seize his brother by the hair, and shake 
him around the room, rather spry, for several minutes.” 

We rather wish we could record the conclusion of this clerical 
battle, that we might be at rest as to which of the combatants came 
off best, but we are constrained to wait the final result, as each 
reverend gentleman has his crowd of backers who are wisely losing 
no move that will tend to an ultimate triumph of their man. The 
RicnarpitEs have held a public meeting at the Court-house of Litch- 
field, at which they declared their champion “‘a capable, exemplary, 
and useful member of society,’’ while on the other hand the Bacon- 
ITes are making preparation for a donation party to their chief, to 
offer him an expression of their esteem, regard and friendly interest 
in his present and future welfare.’’ 

We look upon this clerical battle as it stands, with intense curiosity, 
and ask ourselves how can it be settled but by Heenanic method ? 
This is undoubtedly the only way of untying the Gordian knot, and 
the sooner the better. Give the reverena &1cHARDS one more chance 
to show his capability and usefulness as a member of society,on the 
real Bacon, and if we are any judge of ‘“ discipline’ it will tell in 
his favor as certainly as training. 


Philological. 


In this part of the world, when a man is particularly well got- 
ten up we say that he is ‘‘ dressed to kill.’”’ In Scotland this ex- 
pression takes a singularly different phase, for there a Highlander 
in full costume comes very near being Kilt entirely. 

= aaa 
“Endowed by a Lunatic.” 


‘* Neat Dow is a man of strong will.’’ All the Maine-law-yers 
say so. And yet a single letter has made him Neal Dow-n ! 














“GENERAL INTELLIGENCE.” 


We have occasionally heard persons speak imterms of praise of 
‘* public or general intelligence,’’ and on the whole, have been disposed 
to feel much respect for the ‘‘intelligence’’ of the multitude. But, we 
confess, we were not prepared, even with our prepossessions in its 
favor, for the extraordinary specimens of ‘‘intellagence’’ offered us in 
the columns (or rather, in a column) of the Philadelphia Daily Inquirer. 
Under this caption, our editorial brother gives us seventeen dis- 
tinct instances of ‘‘ Intelligence,’’ displayed, we must own, ina 
startling and original manner, as the reader—the ingenous reader 
we wnean—will acknowledge. The first instance of this brilliant 
‘* intelligence’? occurred in York Co., wherein a young lady. was 
crushed in a frightful manner, by imprudently going too near 
some revolving machinery. The second proof of ‘‘ tntelligence’’ was 
in the sale of a mortgage for $5000 by a citizen of Jamestown to 
another in Pittsburg. Here, we presume, the ‘‘intelligence consisted 
in the adroit ‘‘ doing’’ of the buyer by the seller—or vice versa. 
Three of the remaining specimens of ‘‘ intelligence’’ are suicides ; 
four are accidents by fire ; two ditto, by water ; two ditto, by run- 
away horses ; one, a highway robbery, one, a camp meeting; and 
one, the miraculous interposition of Providence, in answer to an 
old gentleman’s prayers in the midst of a tornado; he having 
prayed for the preservation of a particular tree, which was, accor- 
dingly preserved in the most successful manner. ¢ 

The only instance cited, which appears to us to show clear and 
positive evidence of ‘‘ intelligence,’ is the statement—we trust it is 
reliable—that Greene County jail is empty. 

But then we are probably behind the “‘ intelligence’ of our lately 
revived friend to such an extent that we can’t see it. Long may it 
wave, anyhow! 


A Word in Mr. Raymond’s Ear, 


Does Mr, Henry J. Raymonp know of the possible viper that he 
is fostering in his bosom? Is he aware of the effect that familiarity 
with titled people has upon the juvenile mind? If not, let him be 
warned in time of that gentleman up in Canada, who is doing 
the Prince or Wates for the Times. This literateur has made 
himself singularly at home with the royal party in a very short 
space of time. He at once sets our minds to rest as to the moral 
character of H. R. H. by telling us he is ‘‘a good boy,” and also 
that he ‘likes him.” He calls the Judges of Quebec ‘‘ jolly old 
coves,’’ and talks in a how-are-you-old-boy sort of style of the Duke 
of Newcastle. Writing from Quebec, under the date of the 22d 
ult., he says: 

‘¢To-morrow, the Prince and the rest of us go to Montreal.”’ 

‘‘The Prince and the rest of us,’’ is good. But just fancy, Mr. 
RaymonD, the state of things you will have in the Times office, when 
your correspondent gets back. The gentleman cannot of course be 
expected to associate again with his former companions. Reporters 
he will look down upon with contempt, and sub-editors he will 
visit with much contumely. Even your august self will not 
receive much better treatment. Perhaps at proper intervals, you 
will be addressed as * Harry,’’ ‘‘old cock,”’ etc., and be slapped 
condescendingly on the back. But nothing more, 

We have benevolently traced in this | your Mane-thekel- phares. 
Take it and welcome—no extra charge. 





” 


eee 

At it Again. 

It is a beautiful thing to see brethren at unity, and the harmony 
of our daily cotemporaries is indeed edifying. Witness the follow- 
ing accounts of the same events of the same day. 

“ The Prince fished yesterday in the Saguenay. The fish previously caught were 
enclosed in weirs. The Prince enjoyed the sport, and was very successful.—N- 
Y. Herald. Aug. 17.” 

On Thursday, the Prince again ascended the Saguenay to fish for salmon, 
Tents were raised and tackle provided by Mr. Buackwett, Manager of the Grand 
Trunk Railway. His Royal Highness was not, on this occasion at least, a very 
successfully imitator of old Isaac ; for the fish, unlike the inhabitants of the 
Provinces, refused to bite at his gilded hook. He caught none of the finny tribe.” 
—WN, Y. Times, Aug. 16. 

There’s a nice state of affairs for readers dying to know the truth, 
the whole truth and nothing but the truth relative to every move- 
ment sneezement and utterance of the lordly Boy ! 


A Plea for the Box. 

Future events foreseen by the late benefactor of Amherst College 
will, we have no doubt, justify the legacy of the century-sealed 
box. Weare led to believe so, at least from his having been one 
of the sears. 
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NATIONAL PRIDE. 
Ast distinguished foreigner.—VELL, ’ARRY, BEING AS ’0W THE PRINCE 0’ VALES IS A COMMIN’ 


IT SEEMS TO BE HUUR PLACE TO DO THE ’ARNSOME. 
GRIP HOF THE HALDERMEN, HI SAY ! 


AN 


VANITY FHATR. 


Anything T0 KEEP THAT BOY HOUT 0’ THE 
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Autographic. 


Those among our frie:ds who collect au- 
tographs are aware that of late these little 
aggregates of nut-galls, old rags, size, e 
cetera, have brought enormous prices—in 
fact it would seem that the blessed time is 
coming when an author will make more 
money by his writing than by his writings, 
As an extraordinary instance, however, of 
| the stupendous extravagance and unpar- 
| donable waste of money which accompanies 
| an indulgence in the mania of autograph 
| collecting we quote from Banas and Mer- 
| 
| 
| 


wins’ catalogue the following. which is, 
however, said to be in proportion to the 
real value of the article, the highest valua- 
tion ever aflixed to mere chirography. 

MaRrrin FarQuuaR TupPEr, 25 cENTs. 

Heavens!--if upper's signature be 
worth a quarter of a dollar, what must a 
poet's sell for. 





Save us from our Friends. 


How perfectly delectable it must be to de- 
clare before the Tax Commissioners of your 
locale your property, Real and Personal, to 
be worth, say $25,000.000—pay your taxes 
at that rate—and then have some judicious, 
goo:1-natured friend, some admirer, start and 
blurt out before th» world that you cannot, 
by any possibility, be worth less than $40,- 
000,000! How would it do to invite all 
your friends of that stripe toa banquet—a 
Borgian bauquet—only once! What doyou 
say, Wm. B. ? 





A Glorious Burden. 


The Herald says that ‘‘the Prince or WALES 
is carrying all before him in Canada. ’’ Where- 
upon Jenks exclaims: ‘‘ What an awful 
load he must have on!’’ 








_ ——— 











PUNNING MADE EASY. 
Every Man uis own Punster. 
(Continue. ) 


Aveust 9, 1860. 
Dear Sir :—Excuse the continuation of my philosophical analysis 
this week. I have been, and am, very sick, and now am almost 
unable to write. The following extracts from my diary will inform 
you of the reason. Init I write my inmost thoughts, and most 
sacred feelings. Very respectfully, 





To the Editor of Vanity Fair. 
EXTRACTS FROM THE DIARY OF A PUNSTER. 


August 6, 1860.—Oh! what a fine day for punning! So cool, so 
clear, socalm. The west wind is redolent of flowers. Called on 
Tuompson With a conundrum—out of town, so I wrote it on his slate. 
Then to Smiru’s—-my worst suspicions of that. man are more than 
confirmed. Shall have nothing more to do with him. While sit- 
ting in his parlor, smiling to myself, I heard Smirn say to Mrs. 
Smith: ‘‘ There’s that d—d punster again.’’ ‘You must not see 
him, Joun,” she said, “if you have no respect for yourself, do have 
some for me and the children.’? ‘* ——— -,’? said Smirn, but 
I will not pollute these pages with his profanity. In short, down 
he came. From business reasons, I suppressed my feelings, (he still 
owes me those two shillings.) However, I was very cool, made 
not a single obvious pun, and spoke only of general subjects. In 
a few minutes I took my leave, ironically saying, ‘‘I hope your 
wife is well,” to which he said she was. Well, I am nut surprised : 
Ihave long thought Sirs evil-disposed, and not willing to hear 
my puns ; no doubt had it not been for those two shilling-,he would 
have long ago proceeded to violence. Mrs. Smitu I pity. 

August 7.—Alone in my room this evening. How delicious to sit 
by the window, gazing on the starry skies ; how sweetly comes 
the fragrant breeze from yon umbrageous wood! Now, in this 
secluded seclusion, how sweet to muse upon the mystery, or 
murmuring, with half-closed eyes, some memorial pun, to fancy 
that the winds repeat it to the trees! Oh! how different from the 
apathy ofthe world! Oh, how little Smrrm knows of these feelings ! 
Oh, how my soul communes! Oh, is it too much to believe in 














the One, in the Absolute, in the omnipresence of The Pun, in which 
the universal universe is blest in the boundless infinite. Oh! no; 
let the unbelieving skeptic scoff, the worldling sneer : I, the enthu- 
siastic punster—I, the neglected idiot, as they call me, « ill not refuse 
this commune with the One, the Ideal. Mem: Write an article 
on the One. 


August 8.—What have I done to deserve this? 
why do I suffer thus? Those fatal words! why—why did I ever 
speak them? Yet were my intentions pure and good. Ah! how 
true is that profound remark, ‘‘of nothing we are certain.” And I 
was so happy last evening ; and this morning, when the milkman, 
beneath my window, announced the Chariot of Aurora, with what 
alacrity I rose. At breakfast I actually made puns on every article 
of food. Strange to say, I remarked to Brivcer, ‘‘Bread, which in 
America is a pleasure, in France becomes a pain ; and salt which 
here is certainly no swindle, is there considered a sel.” So I went 
on, like some happy child, from flower to flower, till, like a garland 
long worn, the sweets I had gathered left their fragrance wreathed 
invisibly around my brow. But now, perfume is changed to poison. 
Ah! what is man? but stop—rash fool! thou dost not dare to 
even ask a question! * © ® ® (Cease thy tempests, billowy 
soul ; be still my heart, and let me calmly recall that fatal inter- 
view. Recall! great Heavens! can I bear the recollection? Am 
I mad? 

No. How profoundly true in their Psychology tho:e words 
ot Hamust, ‘‘ Put me to the test ; and I the matter will re-word, 
Which madness would gambol from.” By-the-bye, is not that a 
pun on gamble? See Cottier. No, I am not mad. 

I was sitting in my room this morning at half past eight, I dis- 
tinctly remember the hour, for I was looking at the clock, and 
making a conundrum, why is a man half done his breakfast, like 
another at thirty minutes of nine? when the door bell was violently 
pulled ; I thought to myself, ’tis Taompson. By-the-bye, calling on 
T. the other day, I found the slate shamefully disfigured with oaths, 
alas! it wasn’t. ‘‘I know,” said I, ‘‘the answer is not right ;” 
Tuompson’s intellect, though successful when applied to poetry or 
science. is unequal to the conundrum ; that requires a special gift. 
There is Mitton, not a solitary conundrum in the whole of Paradise 
Lost! And even the puns are such as any man must make uncon- 


Just Heaven! 
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acio: sly, when writing an epic too long to read. However, I 
digress--I say the door bell rang. “Bripaer,’’ I said, ‘‘there is 
some one at the door, adorable Brincet, dar must you go ; dire is 
the necessity my dear, swift as the deer, run ; dare the visitor to 
en er; he is perchance the dyer (here I went off splendidly on a 
series of digr. ssive puns on di) his thanks shall be your dower, but 
you can endure no more, 80 BRiDGET go.’’ 

Brivger, whom I often love to puzzle thus, stared stolidly, and 
answer: d that fatal ring. 

While she was gone, I sat smoking, smiling to think how THomp- 
son would enthusiastically enter, exclaming: ‘‘ By Jove! sir, you 
are inimitable. The conundrum on my slate should be translated 
into every language. Wonderful man! you modestly excel your 
genius. Greatas | have always thought you”—but at this moment 
of my reverie, Brineet entercd, bearing in her hand the following 
incoherent note : 

Aveust 8, 1860. 

My Dear Op Frienp: Come to me in the hour of affliction. Yes, 
for my sorrow extreme came too true. Emma Susan !—my wife, 
yes, she we both love and know so well, is dying. Come. Do not 
fail, my 'riend, but come, Oh, come at once! Scorry. 

His real name is Scorr, but we call him Scorry as a term of 
endearment. Good Heavens! I exclaimed, springing up, and 
clasping my throbbing brain, Emtiia Susan dying, Scorry is affliction! 
And grasping my hat, I hurried with rapid strides to his abode. 
Would that I had broke my leg upon the way ! 

Fate decreed that 1 should reach the house unharmed ; I rang 
the bell; a weeping servant ushered me into the darkened parlor. 
There was Scorry pacing the floor in his anguish ; clasped in one 
hand his infant Emma, pledge of wedded love, played with his dis- 
hevelled hair; with the other hand he smote his agonized brow. 
When he beheld me, standing overwhelmed with pity, motionless 
in the doorway, he sank, sobbing on the sofa. My eyes filled with 
teais. ‘‘Scorry,’’ said I, gently laying my hand upon his shoulder ; 
“Scorry! How is your wife?’ 

Would that I had been born dumb; but such was not my doom. 

Judge of my horier when Scorry,dropping the pledge, sprang to 
his feet, and with flashing eyes, and trembling voice, cried, ‘* Villian ! 
leave this house !”’ 

I started back aghast ! 

Leave my house !—Rascal—unfeeling—heartless brute! To 
come here—with your infernal conundrums, and my wife dying in 
the room above! How is my wife, wretch? Ha!—perhaps be- 
cause she can’t climb a tree. And infuriately he grasped my collar, 
kicked me down stairs and hurled me into t'e street. Stunned, 
bewildered, | staggered home, crept past Bripget, and sank trem- 
bling in this chair. 

Alas! alas! and is this the result of my vast reputation? And 
when a man’s wife is dying, can I not inquire, how she is, without 
being kicked down stairs asa punster? Am I to be deprived the 
melancholy privilege of standing by the dying beds of those I 
love? Far better had I been born a Nrwrton or a Bacon—if 
genius entai's great misery, who would be grateful for the boon? 
Far, far better to be born the hog than the man ; to esteem wittles 
more precious than wit. 

In future when I ask aservant, Can you get mea glass of water ? 
will he reply : Indeed sir, I don’t know ; and going away, never 
return, thinking it a conundrum? So must I remain forever 
parched with thirst, because it has no answer. And at dinner 
to say, Sir, can you reach the tomatoes? Then to see the man put 
his hands up to his forehead,and in a profound study, wonder if he 
can, or why he can’t,—ah! what a situation, and me so fond of 
tomats. 

Alas! if Scorry, my old friend, abandons me, why should I wonder 
that THompson is always out of town, and that Situ is so profane. 

How could he mistake me ? Had I indulged my disposition and 
made some gay and inappropriate pun, I will admit his conduct 
would have been justified. Had I said ‘‘Scorr, grief's got you now; 
or, Emitia is sick, else am I a liar ; or, so, Suz’s in trouble’’—then 
no punishment would have astonished me. But simply, How is 
your wie? 

Hear me ye heavens! Henceforth a'!l wives may die—my sister 
may have the consumption—my mother perish of a fever—I will 
never ask them how they are. ‘They might spurn me from their 
side, or urge some fearful penalty the law might interpose. What 
would be my feelings if condemned to wear always on my back a 
placard announcing to all the world, in far seen letters, 


“ Beware of the Lunster.” 





A Touching case of Confidence. 
_ Entrusting a letter a la lanterne—to a lamp-post—and expecting 
it to fare better than people did in the last ce .tury under similar 
circumstances. 











A BALLAD APOUT DE ROWTIES. 


MOON shines efer de 
cloudlens, 
Und de cloudts 
plow ofer de sea; 
Unt I vent to 
Coney Island, 
Unt I took mine 
shotz mit me. 
Mine shotz Ma- 
DILDA YANE, 
I gife her mine 
heart and wordt ; 
Put ve tidn't know 
vot beeples 
Der Dampfschiff 
had cot on poard. 


De preeze plowed 

cool unt bleasant, 

Ve looket at de 
down ; 

25 =. Mit soonlight on 

RS} 2 desdeeples, 


Und de wetterfanes durnin round. 
Ve set on de deck in a gorner, 

Und dropled nobody dere, 
Ven all arount oos de rowties 
Peginned to plackguard unt schvear. 


A vomans mit a papy 
Vos sittin in de blace, 
One tooket a chew-dobacco 
Unt trowed it into her vace. 
De voman got convoolshons, 
De papy begin to gry ; 
Unt de rowties screamt out a laffin 
Unt said de foon vos ‘“‘ high.’’ 


Pimepy ve pecomes some hoonger 
MapiLpa Yang unt I, 
I opened de lit of mine pasket, 
Unt pringed out a cherry-bie. 
A cherry-kooken mit pretzels ; 
‘* How goot!’’ Marinpa said, 
Ven a rowty snatch’t it from her, 
Unt preaked it over mine het. 


I dells him he pe a plackguart, 
I gifed him a beece my mind. 
I would said it pefore a tousand, 
Mit de tyfel himself pehindt. 
Den he knocks me down mit a sloong shot 
Unt peats me plack and plue, 
Und all de plackguards help him 
Till I fainted, unt dat is drue. 


De rich American beoples 
Don’t know how de rowdies strike ; 
De bo r hardt-workin Sharman 
He knows it more as he like. 
If de Sharman sbeakers unt bapers, 
Are somedimes too hardt on dis land 
Shoost dink how de Deutsch kit driven 
Along by de rowdy’s handt 
Hans BRerTMann. 


Peoria still Ahead. 


A number of our unprincipled cotemporaries have been in the 
habit of basely deceiving the public of lute, with (falsely) so called 
Peorian jokes. What the real article is like, is shown in the 
following which we have just received in an envelope bearing the 
postmark, Peoria, Ills., and which may be seen at our office by 
any person interested in aboriginal remains. 

‘¢ Dear Vanity :—The ladies of Illinois are for linking (Lrvcoty) to a man,’’ 

There you are, gentlemen and ladies; that is the real article. 








Meteorological. 


In a special despatch from Quebec to the New York Herald, an- 
nouncing the arrival of the Prince of Wales, we are told that— 
‘*Rain fell, though people said it always rained when the Prince 
lands.”’ 

Very good. Rain comes to the Prince now—the Prince may 
come to reign by and by. 

















i 




















VANITY FALR. 


[SEPTEMBER 1, 1869, 





THE BIGOTS OF BERGEN. 


AY it please 
our readers. 

Bergen, N. 
J., wishes to 
have it dis- 
tinctly under- 
stood that it 
(Bergen) is a 
moral place. 

Moral; in 
the Camden 
and Amboy 
acceptation of 
the.word, that 
is. 

A report in 
the papers of 
a meeting 
recently held 
in that place 


= ; to take into 
— consideration 
— the running 


of cars on 
Sunday, calls 
forth a reply 
from one of 
its exemplary 
inhabit an ts. 
The exemp- 
lary inhabitant’s letter is printed in one of the dailies. The exemp- 
lary inhabitant signs himself ‘‘ A Lover of Truth.’’ But the signa- 
ture indicates great imaginative power on the part of the exemp- 
lary inhabitant. . 

It appears that this particular meeting favored the running of 
cars on Sunday. What more natural, then, than that the exem- 
plary inhabitant should tell us that it ‘‘ was composed of anything 
but a respectable body of citizens ?’’ 

Another meeting, a meeting about which no Brummagen was, & 
meeting which thoroughly vindicated the respectability of Bergen, 
a meeting, in fact, which the exemplary inhabitant attended, was 
held afterwards, we are told, in the school-house of Bergen. This 
meeting was opposed to the running of carson Sunday. The ex- 
emplary inhabitant accordingly informs us that it was ‘ composed 
of property-owners, and of the better class of the citzens,’’ that it 
was ‘‘ large and enthusiastic,’’ and that ‘‘with the exception of six 
persons—one of whom was an infidel, and another a free-thinker— 
amongst over three hundred present, resolutions were passed to use 
every endeavor and remonstrate with the managers of the railroad 
to stop the cars running on the sabbath.”’ 

After which the exemplary inhabitant thus concludes : 





‘* It is for the love of the sabbath that I write this correction lest it should go 
forth to the world that the good old town of Bergen had degenerated in its love 
for the fulfilment of God’s commandments.”’ 


The exemplary inhabitant’s mind may rest perfectly easy, and the 
exemplary inhabitant himself need no longer be troubled as to 
what the ‘‘ world’’ will think of his ‘‘ good old town.’’ From his 
letter the Bergen character is sufficiently manifest. That the 
‘*three hundred” inhabitants of that cheerful place are a set of 
narrow bigots, no reasonable man will refuse to believe. As for 
the ‘‘Lover of Truth,’’ if he had signed himself a ‘‘Lover of Can’t,” 
he would, in some measure, have shown proof of the possession of 
that quality which he professes to cherish. 

For how long, oh self-called ‘‘ Lovers of Truth,’? must we ask 
you why we may not do as the Creator commanded, and make of 
the Sabbath a day of recreation and of rest? For how long must 
we remain in ignorance of the reason why it is moral and proper, 
on that day, to ride in a private carriage, but impious to take 
advantage ofa public car? For how long must we of the press fight 
the battle of the poor workman and entreat for him, his wan wife 
and his pale-faced children, an easy escape from the close cramped 
city, and a breath of the fresh air of the fields on this, his only 
holiday? For how long must we vainly recall to you, that passage 
in the Book whose precepts you pretend to follow, ‘* The Sabbath 
was made for man, and not man for the Sabbath ?’’ For how long, 
finally, must we inveigh against that bigotry in you that would 
make religion repulsive, and present our Maker, not as a God of 
mercy, but as a God of sacrifice ? 

Until you can answer these things let us have no more such 
sanctimonious bosh, as that which comes to us from the bigots of 
Bergen. 





ay 


“PITY THE SORROWS OF A POOR OLD MAN.” 


James appears to be in trouble. James has not confided his anx. 
ieties and worriments to our sympathising boosum, but, you see, our 
Instinct has ferreted out our startling tale. Instinct is a great in. 
vention. Equal to Sewing Machine. Hows do we know? Why, 
because. 

J. B. has been to Old Point Comfort. 
James? Was there not Comfort to be had there? No Balm in 
Gilead ? Or, too much Point there? Were the bites and stings of 
mosquitos, sand-flies, conscience and such insects too many for 
you? Is it to escape such small annoyances that you have fled to 
Bedford springs? We fear, James, that neither there nor else- 
where will your bed (af) ford springs that will make matters easy, 

We fe-l for you, James: we are sorry for you. We may not 
look as if we were, but we are. Sorry with a sorrow that is _per- 
fectly irrepressible in view of the not-too-much-to-be-deplored fact 
that an ‘‘old public functionary” whose trembling ‘‘limbs” are giving 
way under the bond of 93 years of unremitting services, cannot be 
dispensed with for six monthsto come. Oh! wretched VI months! 
Oh! ye rainy and otherwise disagreeable 6! how can ye stand it! 
What can we do to help you? We’ll give you out, and threeon 
next game? Is it a bargain? 

We havean Ipka! An idea of the cause of James’ uneasiness ; 
of the source of the difficulty between him and his conscience, yet, 
there is in it (conscience or difficulty—just as you choose) much 
heathenism: much barbarity : also cruelty, etc: therefore we 
hesitate to permit ourselves—to say nothing of the community 
whose guardian we are—to believe that such things can be! Still, 
our first duty as Journalists is to outstrip our neigbdbors in publish- 
ing Exclusive Intelligence from Our Own Correspondent. (Assist- 
ed by Instinct aforesaid.) 

Consequently we shall, in the words of the poet, 

 ———mitch in.’’ 
This great Idea—this Big Thing has been progressing quietly but 
with irrepr—no—got that in already—sistible force for several 
weeks. 

Read, mark, learn and inwardly, etc., ete. 

JAME+ IS BEING PUNISHED! Punished in a barbarous manner! after 
the manner of the CutnesE! Punished by being kept awake— 
Wive Awake—never suffered to close his eyes even—till he gives up 
the ghost !—all he has to give up ; not much to speak of, to be sure. 
Old Rye won’t save him. 

Bands of ruffians are forming daily—nightly—whose war cry is 
‘*@ la lanterne.” They are divided into relief: and are regularly 
drilled in the means of inflicting this terrible chastisement on 
Ancient James. And they do inflict it! We have seen them do 
it! Wecould even name the ringleaders but we refrain ; for ob- 
vious motives 

Oh! what a Fate of Astair’s is this! ! 

As Humananthropists, as philitarians we suggest—we entreat 
James, that you should, in order to escape these unpleasant things, 
cause yourself to be conveyed in some appropriate manner to some 
appropriate place—to—yes—upon the whole, we advise the unin- 
habited-and-able island called ‘‘No Man’s Land.’”? Good place 
to ‘‘ loaf and invite a soul ;’’ you'll need one, James. There may 
be one or two small coves to extend to you a left-handed sort of ar- 
rangement: you might call it Friendship. They would not rob 
you ; they couldn’t. 2 from 1 you can’t. 

Go there; bury your head in the sand, James; begin to repent; 
say you'll never do so again—nor anybody like you—sell all your 
old clothes ; dye your hair: your eyelashes ; dye—dye anything ; 
die yourself, and then when things have been once more “ set to 
rights”—we may, perhaps, James, say in 1960, forgive you—G@ood- 
evening. 


Couldn’t stay. Why not 


———_ 





The Vanity Fair ‘‘ Wee One.” 


[Scene—A Sunday School on Murray Hill | 

Rev. Docror (to the catechism class).—By what name, my children, 
do we designate one who has been bapti-ed? (No answer. The 
class generally mystified ). 

Rev. Doctor (explaining ).—For instance, what should we call a 
young man, say his name were Joun, after he had received bap'ism. 

_ Tue Vantry Farr ‘* Wee Ong.’’ (Quickly) Oh! Joun the Baptist, 

sir. 

[Where is Harper's ‘four-year-old now, we should like to 
know?” Ed. V. F.) 

cin geseih. ancien tien coin, 


A Fact. 


To the editor of a comic paper, of all men in the world, absent- 
mindedness is most dangerous, since it is plain that he can do noth- 
ing until he has Collected his Wits. 


——) 
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VANITY FATR. 





yaerrr FAIR, 


THE NEW ILLUSTRATED 
HUMOROUS AND SATIRICAL 
JOURNAL. 


OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 


“The Punch of America.’*—N. YF. Herald, Jan. 19 

*¢ If such a work can succeed, Vaniry Fair will and 
ought todo so. It has a good corps of writers, whose 
contributions promise to be set on a bill and shine ac- 
eordingly.”---N. YF. Tribune. 

‘¢ Vanity Fair is the best experiment of the tind yet 
made in the country The paper has already contain- 
4 many things worthy of Punch in his brightest days, 
nor is this surprising when it is known that some of the 
best wits and most graceful writers in the country con- 
tribute to its pages.”—N. Y. Evening Post. 

‘¢ There is a good deal in a name, and this name is, 
to our mind, better than Punch. The illustrations in 
Vanity Fam have been the best ever produced ina 
comic paper in thie country. They are beautifully 
drawn, carefully engn.ved, and not so entirely spoiled 
in the printing as, in many illustrated papers, wood- 
cuts are spoiled on the press. If this paper shall con- 
tinue, as it has begun, to take a high meral tone, to 
keep its pages scrupulously free from the too common 
wit whose only point is its vulgarity, to attack fearlessly 
and conscientiously the follies of the times, there will 
be a fair chance of its pushing its way to success and 
fame.’’—The Independent (N. Y-) 

“The object of Vanrry Farr is a good one, and the 
parties engaged in it, so far as we are informed, are 
admirably qualified for their work.’’—N. F. Saturday 
Press, 

“ This new comic paper has passed the trying ordeal 
of success, and is most decidedly entitled to the sup- 
port of all those who love pure wit, dashed off from 
the pen or pencil.”—N. ¥. Daily News. 

“There is vim in Vanity Farr. Its illustrations are 
equal to those wh.ch have made Punch a power in the 
metropolis of Engiand ; and in fun, piquancy of man- 
ner, terseness and humor it equals its great trans-At- 
lantic cotemporary.’’—-N. F. Dispatch. 

“ Kapecially creditable, both in matter and appear- 
ance.”’—N. Y. Sunday Times. 

*¢ Its illustrations are superior to any that have here- 
tofore appeared. . . . . The literary portion of the 
number is varied and entertaining.’’—Boston Courier. 

“ Vaniry Fair promises life and usefulness.’’—N. Y. 

«* Vaniry Fair bids fair to become one of the ‘ pe- 
culiar institutions’ of the day.’—N. FY. Sunday Mer- 
cury. 

“That would certainly be a very mild criminal code 
which should prescribe nothing worse to take than 
Vanity Fark. We wouldn’t mind being shut up our- 
selves, for a time, in such companionship.’’—National 
Anti-Slavery Standard. 

“Tt greatly excels any similar American publication, 


_and is quite equal to Charivari or I’unch.’’—American 


Republic (Macon, Ga.) 

“«Pungent and humorous, and shows much ability in 
its editorial my t.”’—Louisville Journal. 

“<The whole affair is exceedingly clever.’’—Philadel- 
phia Evening Bulletin. 

“< There is no small degree of smartness in VANITY 
Fair.’’—Philadelphia Press. 

“Vanity Fair is the most piquant of hebdomadals. 
We could wish that it might sweep out of existence 
every other comic periodical we have.’’—Bujffalo Daily 
Courier. 

‘Far in advance of any similar publications which 
have heretofore appeared in this country.’’—New 
Hampshire Gazette. 

‘* The original articles possess much greater merit 
than we usually find in journals of this class.’’—Port- 
land Transcript. 

“It bids fair to be very popular, and gives evidence 
of a high order of literary and artistic talent.’’-—Hun- 
terdon (N. J ublican. 

“Though scarcely two months old, ‘It stalks the 
earth and awes the world around.’’ Its Illustrations 
tinge even the cheeks of /unch. Its onslaught on 
vice and folly makes it a terror to knaves and fools.’’— 
Justice Whitley’s Circuit Judge. 

“ We heartily welcome Vanity Fair to our literary 
repast, and shall look greedily for each weekly num- 
ber.”’—Archilects’ and Mechanics’ Journal. 

“Capital and full of fun.””—Cincinnati Commercial. 


**Comes nearer the object than any of its predeces- 
sors.’’—Newark Daily Advertiser. 

* One of the cleverest and brightest papers of the 
kind. .... The wittiest writers and artists of New- 
York contribute to it.’’—Providence Journal. 











“This is the first really clever comic and satirical 
journal we have had in America—and really clever it 
is. It is both sharp and good-tempered, and not 
afraid to say that its soul is its own—which shows that 
it has a soul. Our readers will be glad to know where 
they can find native fun that has something better in 
it than mere patois.’’—Atlantic Monthly. 

‘‘This papers excellent... . . Remarkable for orig- 
inality.”"—N. Y. Traveller. 

‘¢ Vanity Fair is conducted by a vivacious, witty and 
intelligent corps of journalists.’’—Litchfield (Conn.) 
Enquirer. 

‘< Will wield as potent an influence as that of the 
London Punch.’’—Boston Traveller. 

‘Whoever finds himself laughing at the wit of 
Vaniry Fark, and does not return a quid . 4 q y is fit 
for ‘treasons, stratagems, and spoils.’ ’’—W. ¥. Crayon. 





SPECIAL NOTICE. 
The very marked and flattering success which has 
thus far attended the publication of 
VANITY FAIR, 
Enables the publisher to announce that with the com- 
mencement of the Second Volume, issued this day, 
30th June, New Features, both Literary and Artistic, 
will be introduced, which will increase the value and 
interest of the paper, and fully maintain the proud 
position unanimously accorded to it, as the leading 


Comic JouRNAL OF AMERICA. 


VANITY FAIR 
IS ISSUED REGULARLY EVERY WEDNESDAY. 


and is for Sale by all Newsmen, and at the Office 
of Publication, No. 113 Nassau-street, New York. 





TERMS : 
Three dollars per annum, in advance—Six cents sin- 


gle copy. 
TERMS FOR CLUBS: 


Two copies of Vanity Fair will be sent to one ad- 


dress for - $5 00 
Five copies - - . “ - 1200 
Ten copies - ° ‘ = F 20 00 


An Extra copy will be allowed to the getter-up of 
every Club of not less than five copies. 

This paper is Electrotyped, and back numbers may 
be procured at any time. 


TO EDITORS THROUGHOUT THE COUNTRY. 
Our exchange list has become so large that we shall 
be obliged to curtail it. Those who desire an exchange 
will please insert the above Special Notice and Terms 
three times, and send marked copies to this office, upon 


receipt of which we will forward the paper for One | 


Year. No others will be noticed. 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS, 
Publisher for the Proprietors, 113 Nassau-street, 
New-York. 





- JOB AND NEWSPAPER 
PRINTING. 





THE UNDERSIGNED having a good assortment of | 


type, are ready to contract for 
NEWSPAPER WORK, 


and to receive orders for the printing of 


BOOKS, 
PAMPHLETS, 
CARDS, 
HANDBILLS, 


POSTERS, 


f& BABBIT’S SOAP.—Price per Box, 
¢).» Mr. B. T. BABBIT, the well-known Sale- 
ratus-manufacturer, is bringing out a new and 


article of 
SOAP, 


Put up in boxes of 60 pounds each, in 1-pound bars 
price $5 per box. This Soap is rapidly taking the place 
of all other Soaps, wherever introduced. One pound 
will go as far as three pounds of ordinary family Soap. 
t will wash in either hard or salt water ; it does not 
injure the fabric—on the contrary, it preserves it, and 
fixes thecolors. It will remove paint, grease, and .tains 
of all kinds. But little labor is required where this 
Soap is used. Directions sent in each box for making 
ONE POUND OF THE ABOVE SOAP into THREE GAL- 
LONS OF HANDSOME SOFT SOAP. Send for a box 
and give it atrial. If youdo not want a whole box 
yourself, get your neighbors to join you, and divide it. 
Believing that no family which has once used this Soap 
will ever be without it, and being desirous to have its 
merits widely known, I have made arrangements with 

| the proprietors of the following papers (many of whom 
have tried the Soap and know its value) by which I am 
able for the present to offer to any person remitting to 
me $5 on any solvent Bank in the United States, one 
box of the above Soap, and receipt for one year’s sub- 
scription for either of the following New-York papers, 
vin: 


e 
ful 


— 


Vanity Fair, 

‘The Punch of America.’’—Herald. 
The Weekly Tribune, The Christian Advocate and 
The Weekly Day Book, Journal, 
The Weekly Times, The Scottish American Jour- 
The Weekly Sun, 
The Century, 
The Independent, 
The Examiner, 


na 
Hankins Family Pictorial. 
United States Journal, 
American Agriculturist, 


Or, if preferred, I will send the Semi-Weekly Tribune 
six months, or the Daily Tribune two months. 

Please be particular, and give full directions for 
shipping the goods. Also give the name of your Post- 
Office with the State and County in which you reside. 


Address 
B. T. BABBIT, 
Nos. 64, 66, 68, 70,72, and 74 Washington-st., 
New-York. 
P.S. I willsend the Soap without papers on receipt 
of $4 20. 





NOW READY ; HARTHILL’S ILLUSTRATED 


—— GUIDE BOOKS FOR 1860, 


E 

| HE HUDSON RIVER—With Catskills, Saratoga, Lake 
George, and City of New-York. Described and Il- 

| lustrated with Fifty Engravings. Price 25 cents. 

Il. 
| HE WHITE MOUNTAINS—Together with Newport 
| and City of Boston. Described and Illustrated with 
| Forty Engravings, Price 25 cents. 
| From a tour made expressly for this work in July, 1859. 


I. 


| HE ST. LAWRENCE—A Panorama of the river from 
| Niagara to Quebec—Together with all the Cities in 
Canada. Engraved from the Charts of the Canadian 
Government and Photographs. Described and Illustra- 
ted with Thirty Engravings, in addition to a magnificent 
| Panorama. Price 25 cents. 
IV, 
} HE MISSISSIPPI—With Forty River Maps and Thir- 
ty Engravings. Being a complete description of the 
River from St. Paul to New Orleans, and principal cities 
| connected with its trade and commerce. Price 25 cts. 
¥. 
| ATIAGARA FALIS AND SCENERY—With full de- 
scriptions and Thirty Engravings of the chief points 
of attraction there. Price 25 cents. 





The above Hand-Books are all uniform in size and 
style, and can be had separately. Price 25 cts each. 
They are allowed to be the handsomest, best illustra- 
| ted, and most readable and reliable Guide Books to the 
| respective districts, published. 
| All the most important objects of interest and 
| choicest points of beauty connected with these world- 
renowned districts are presented in these Guide Books 
| with all the truthfulness which photography, first-rate 
| drawings, and the best engravings can produce. 
Any one, or all of them, will be mailed by the pub- 
lishers on receipt of stamps for the amount. 


BILLHEADS, &c.,| They are on sale at all the principal bookstores, on 


OF EVERY VARIETY AND STYLE, 
At the lowest Cash Prices. 
WEVILL & CHAPIN, 
Vanity Fair OFFICE, 
No. 113 Nassau-street 








the cars and steamboats, in all parts of the country, 
| Publishers, A. HARTHILL & CO., 
| No. 20 North William-St., New-York. 
| Be sure and ask for “ HARTHILL’S ILLUSTRATED 
GUIDE BOOKS.”’ 
| The trade supplied by any of the wholesale houses. 
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Good and seasonable books adapted to every Family. 


WILSON’S 
ORKS ON WATER-cURE.—By| WUEEUER « 


American and European authors. Illustrated 
Published by FOWLER & WELLS, No. 308 Broadway 
New-York. 


nearly a thousand pages, with 300 Engravings. 33. 


Tue Hypropatuic Famiry Prysictan.—By Dr. Shew. 
A ready Prescriber and Hygienic Adviser. Containing 


600 pages, with Illustrative Engravings. 


Hypropatsic Cook-Boox.—Containing Recipes for 


Cooking the various dishes. Price 75 cents. 


Curonic Diszask.—The Causes, Progress, and Termina- 


tions of Chronic Diseases. By Dr. J. M. Gully. $1 25 


CuItpREN.—Their Hydropathic Management in 
Health and Disease. By Dr. Shew. Important work 


for parents. $1. 


Consumption.—Causes, Prevention, and Cure. 75 


cents. 


Domestic Pracrice or Hypropatuy.—With 15 Illustra- 


tions of important subjects. By Dr. Johnson. $1 25, 
MIDWIFERY AND THE DISEASES oF WOMEN.—A practi- 
cal work of great value. By Dr. Shew. $1. 
Warter-CureE Lisrary.—Embracing the most impor- 
tant works on the subject. In seven large 12mo vol- 
umes. $7. 
Sent pre-paid by return of first mail, on receipt of 
price. Address FOWLER & WELLS, No. 308 Broad. 
way, N. Y 





EMESIS. 
BY 


MARION HARLAND. 
Author of ‘‘Alone,”’ “Hidden Path,” and‘‘Moss Side 
One vol., $1 25. 


R. Shelton McKensie, in a letter to the publisher, says: 
‘*T consider NEMESIS the best American novel pub- 
lished in very many years.’”’ 


And in his review of 
NEMESIS, 
In Forney’s Press: 
“ We read it with as much interest, almost, as w® 
read the first part of ‘ Robinson Crusoe,’ in the far off 
vanished days of childhood.’”’ 
‘* She is one of the few of our host of romancers who 
have written books that will live,and the whole country 
is as proud of her as are the people of her native 
state.—[Boston Journal. 
DERBY & JACKSON, 
PUBLISHERS, 

No. 498 Broadway, New-York. 





From the London Court Journal of June 16th. 


HE PERFUMES MADE BY RIM- 
MEL, (OF TOILET VINEGAR CELEBRITY,) 
breathe the pure fragrance of the “‘ parterre’’ at the 
most delightful season of the year, the genial Spring. 
The numerous aristocratic patrons of these scents 
fally and frankly bear witness to this characteristic, 
which causes them to be so much sought after. RIM- 
MEL’S Perfumes, Toilet Vinegar, Almond Soap, and 
Rose-leaf Powder, can be had of Messers. CASWELL, 
MACK & CO., Fifth Avenue Hotel, and of all Druggists 
and dealers in toilet goods. 





TOWNDROW’S 
CONVEYANCE GUIDE 
in and about 
NEW YORK, 
and 
FIFTY MILES AROUND. 
Showing 


RAILROADS, STEAMERS, FREIGHT PROPELLERS, 
STAGES, FERRIES, EXPRESSES, TELEGRAPH 
LINES, &., &c. 

Corrected and Published Weekly. 

The most complete work of the kind ever issued. 
PRICE 10 CENTS. 
$3 per annum, $1 for four months. 
SCHONBERG & CO., 
80 Beaver-street, New-York 


OFFICE 505 BROADWAY, 
New-York. 











BALLOU’S 


PATENT IMPROVED FRENCH YOKE SHIRTS. 
Sent by express to any part of the United States 


Shirts : 


distance around the body under the armpits. 5th 
Length of shirt, E to E. 


By sending the above measures we can guarantee 
a perfect fit of our new style of the Improved 
French Yoke Shirt. 


Also, importers and dealers in Men’s Furnishing 
Goods. 


BALLOU BROTHERS, 


No. 409 BROADWAY, N. Y. 
Wholesale orders solicited. 








| emcee a) 
IMPROVED 


BILLIARD TABLES, 
AND CoMBINATION CUSHIONS. 

PHELAN & COLLENDER, 
Sole Manufacturers, 63 to 69 Crosby-st, N. Y. 





AMPAIGN MEDALS 
PRESIDENTIAL CANDIDATES, 
lie a PRINCE OF WALES. 


A Sample and a Circular of Prices sent on receipt of 
25cents. Address, K. CRUGER, 





742 Broadway, N. Y 


| SEWING MACHINES. 


Tue HypRopataic Encyctopap1a.—By Dr. Trall. The 
most comprehensive works published on Hydropathy, 


=a NOVEMBER IST, 1859.— 





upon receipt, per mail, of the following measures, which 
will insure a pefect fit, for $15, $18, and $24 per 
dozen. No order forwarded for less than half a dozen 


Ist. Neck, A—the distance around it. 2d. Yoke, 
BtoB. 3d. Sleeve,C toC. 4th. Breast. D to D— 





_ YOU LAUGH? 


WOULD YOU BE DEEPLY INTERESTED? 
WOULD YOU LIKE CAPITAL ENGRAVINGS ? 


BUY THE VANITY FAIR RAIL 
ROAD LI? RARY. 
Illustrated with Forty fine engravings. 
A@-PRICE ONLY 10 CENTS.-@8 


Containing the following sketches by the most piquant 
Writers of the day. 


THE STREET WALKER! 
THE FLIRT!! 
THE SOUTHERN SAWBONES!!! 
THE GOSSIP! !!! 
THE ROWDY !!!!! 
THE UT DE POITRINE! 
THE LITERARY GHOUL!! 
THE AMERICAN CENT !! 

THE CRITIC ! ! !!!!! 


THE ANONYMOUS ANIMAL! 

THE AMERICAN BUCK!!! 
THE MAN ABOUT TOWN! 
THE HOTEL WAITER!! 
To which is added a scathing. scarifying, blistering, 
stinging, biting,scorching, pungent racy, high flavored, 
sharp, piquant, spicy, high-seasoned, red-peppery, 
Worcester saucy, palatable, and altogether superbly 
written 
ACCOUNT OE YE COUNTER-JUMPER. 


Showing off all his Dress and Address, Tricks, Vices, 
Monkey Shines, Antics, Sohloquies, Habits, Amuse- 
ments, Dissipations, Debaueheries, Riotings and Revel- 
ries, Capacities and Incapacities, With his Poems, Let- 
ters, Joys and Sorrows. 


WOULD YOU BE POSTED ON LIFE GENERALLY 
WOULD YOU STUDY CHARACTER? 


WOULD YOU SEE THE WORLD OF NEW-YORK AS 
: IT IS? 


Then read the Vanrry Fark RAILROAD AND STEAM: - 
BOAT LIBRaRY. 


Price, actually, only Ten Cents. 





WING & WINANS, 
DEALERS IN 
FOREIGN AND AMERICAN 
NEWSPAPERS, MAGAZINES, 
AND 
STATIONERY, 
OF ALL KINDS, 
418 BROADWAY, CORNER OF CANAL STREET, 
NEW-YORK. 


_— ANDREW & FILMER, 





DESIGNERS AND ENGRAVERS ON WOOD, 


In order to meet the increased demands of their New 
York connection, have opened an office at 20] William 
Street, still retaining their Boston Establishment. This 
arrangement enables them to avail themselves of the 
best talent of beth Cities, in every branch of their 
business. 
Publishers, Authors and Printers can assure them- 
selves of having all work in their Department executed 
in the best style, promptly, and at a reasonable cost. 
JOHN ANDREW. OHN FILMER, 
201 William Street, New York. 
221 Washington Street, Boston. 





H. JOCELYN, ELECTROTYPIST 
e to this paper, 60 Fulton-street, NEW-YORK. 

















Wevui & Cuarin, Printers, ** Vanity Fair’ Printing Office, 113 Nassau-street. 
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